The Tragedy 

Hap, Hisgwce lookcs cbearefully and fmooth to davi 
Theresfome conceit or other likes him well, * * 

"When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirtt 
I thinke there is neuer a man in Chriftettdome, 

That can leffe hide his ioue or hate then' he :■ ’ 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart.' 

'Liar. What of bis heart perceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood helliewed to day ? 

Baft. Marry that with no man heere he is offended. 
For if he were , he would haue fhewde it in his face. 
Bar. 1 pray God, he be not, I fay; 

Enter Glocefter, 

Gle. 1 pray you alf, what do they deferue' 

That do eonfpiremy death with diueliih plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellifh char mes ? 

Baft. The tender louelbeareyourgrlcemy Lord ” 
Makes me moil forward in this noble prefence. 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be 
I fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill. 

See how I ambewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blafted lapling withered vp« 

T his is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch- 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpetSVW,' 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Jlaft. If they haue done this thing my gracious Lord* 

If thou Protector of this damned ftfumpet. 
Telftthoumeof iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head : Now by Saint fattly 
I will not dine today I fvvere, 

Vntill I fee the fame , fome fee it done r 
^"^5 loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt .manet 

BaJf.W o, wo, for England, not a whit for rrie.Ca.with Haft. 
Fori too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 

Butl difdaind it and did fcornetoflie. 

Three times to day my footecloth Horfe did {tumble. 
And ftarted when he lookt vpon theTowerp ■ 

As 



c/Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Ohnowl warrant the Prieft that fpake to ms, 

1 now repent f told the Purliuant^ 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at P omfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfe fecure in.grace and fauour. 

Oh MargretyMargret, now thy heauy curfe 
Is lightned on poore Haftings wretched head* 

CW.Di fpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinners 
Make a fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft .O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

Which vye more hunt for,then for the graceof heauens 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire loofecs, 
Liues like a drunken fayler on a maft, . 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Gome leade me to the blocke, beare him my head’ 
Theyfmile at me,thatfhortIy fhall be dead Exeunt* 
Enter Luhe of Cj locefter jind Buckingham jn armour. 
^G/o.Comecoulen,canft thou quakeand change thy colony 
.Murder thy bieathin middle of a word, ‘ : . 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert deltraa and mad with terror, 

Buc. Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backc and prie on euery fide* 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my lerhice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 

To grace my flratagetns. Enter Mam. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior 
Bu e . Lcbrnt alone to entertaine him. L -Maior 
Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge there, 
vc.Jhc reafon we haue lent for you. 

* ouer -looke the walks. 

■ Harke,! heare a drumme. 

^God e anrl Cke d - efcnd thee > herc are enemies 
cTrt ei L nd °. l,r ,nn °cency defend vs- 
O, O, be quiet it is Catcshy . 

^ z Enter 
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